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A PRIVATE YIEW. 


“There is no doubt in my mind now that Poor Papa's ‘ Christmas Holidays’ will be the very biggest thing he has ever done. In order to oblain impartial 


fy 


opinion upon the production, Dad invited Albert Edward and the Archbishop of Canterbury to come round and inspect an advance copy over the tea and muffins. 
Lhe two distinguished visitors were unanimous in their expressions of approval, and Alec's finished rendering of ‘A Coster's Christmas Carol’ won golden 
opinions from Dr. Temple. I don't wonder that public excitement ts youg up to fever heat. Monday, December ¢th, WiLu be a day /"—Toorsix. 


THE BOKO AND THE BEER-ENGINE. 
oy , ‘“A WOMAN'S REVENGE.” 


— 


THE life of Amv MHutchinson, whose brutal execution T 
described last week, is given se quaintly ina rearee little 
mtmphlet here befure me, tit Leannot do better than copy 
wecerhatios 

“The Isle of Ely,” says the writer, 6 sive birth to this 
malefactor. She was hept at school till she was twelve 
years of age, and at the age of sixteen she was grown i tall, 
fine girl, at which time she was addressed by 2 young man, 
dove she returned with equal attection, Her heart. 
less betraver, bezinning to grow tired of her, declared) his 
resolution of going to Loneon, but promised that he would 
wed heron his return. Shocked at this apparent infidelity 
eHesth sermsainel on revenge, a revenge that proved fatal to 
perself, 

“Her former lover had no sooner left her than she was 
addressed by a youns min named John Hutchinson, and 
though he had been always extremely disazreeable to her 
she agreed to marry him the very next day after he had 
paid her a formal visit. The marriage took place imme- 
diately, but her first admirer happening to return from 
London just as the newly-wedded pair were coming out of 
church, the bride was greatly attected: by the recollection 
of former scenes and the irrevocable ceremony which had 


(1) There wasn’t the ghost of a chance (2) But pride gueth before a fall, and (3) For when—pifl-(! bang! !—the giddy irl now qrossed. 

for the other boys wheu Cholly appeared Cholly was a litte tuo attentive tu the — let zo the handle of the beer-engine, it fairly “she was unable to love the man she had married, and 

iu his new “Trilby.” new barmaid— knocked the stuffing out of him! doted to distraction uo him she had rejected, and soon het 
~ 


rash conduct gave full scope to the envious longues of her neigh- 
boure, Hutchinson becoming jealous of his wife, a quarrel 
ensued, in consequence of which he beat her with great severity, 
but this producing no alteration in her behaviour, he had recourse 
to drinking to avoid the pain of reileetion. 

“Considering the life of the husband a bar to her happiness, the 
wife purchased a quantity of arsenic and put it in some warm ale, 
of which he drank plentifully, and then she deft him, saying she 
would go and buy something for dinner. Meeting her Jover she 
ecquainted him with what had passed, on which he advised her 
to buy more poison, fearing the tirst might not be sufficient to 
operate ; but its effects were too fatal, and he dicd about dinner- 
time the saine day. ‘The deceased wis buried on the following 
Sunday, and the vext day the former lover renewed his visits, 
which occasioned the neighbours to tlk very freely of the affair, 
and the voung widow was tuken into custody the same day. 

“The body of the deceased being taken up, the Coroner's jury 
was summoned, and the verdict they gave was that John Hutchin- 
son had died by poison, ov whick Amy was conmitted to gaol at 
Ely, tried, found guilty, and ordered for execution, After convie- 
tion she acknowledged the magnitude of her crime, and professed 
the most unfeigned penitence. Though it does not appear that 
the base betrayer of this unfortunate woman was brought to 
condign punishment, vet are we sure that his conscience haunted 
him with stings to the very last hour of his guilty life? 

“The miserable woman left x written paper with the dlergyman 
who attended her in her last moments, on which was the following 
excellent advice to her own sex: ‘All T can do now is, firstly, to 
warn all young women to acquaint their parents when any addresses 
are made to them ; sccond/y, they should never leave the person 
they are engaged to in a pet, nor wed another to whom they are 
indifferent in spite : third/y, that being married, all persons should 
mutually love, forgive and forbear, and afford no room for busy 
ineddlers to raise and ferment jealousy between two who should 
be one. (Signed) AMY HuUTCHINSON,’” 

It is a hundred and forty-six years ago since they strangled and 
burnt to death this mere girl, The laws have changed since then, 
but human nature is much the same, 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDKY, THE BLOODLEss Boy, 


CHAPTER II.--( Continued, ) 

Waar is about to be related is simply blood-curdling. I have 
Mentioned that the silence reigning around has hitherto been 
deathlike and tombstony. As night advances, however, a hurri- 
cane arises, and the solitary chimney-pot adorning this deserted, 
haunted, and accursed inn is dashed violently to the earth with » 
terrific crash, Then for a brief period the corpse-like calm returns, 
and then we become conscious of a faint rattling, like dry bones in 
acoftin, It proceeds from somewhere behind Billiam’s back, and 
makes Billiam jump. It also makes me crawl nearer to the fire, 
and when I observe a secret door slowly opening in the wall with 
a churchyard creak I am taken bad with the squirms, And then, 
O,herrur! * * * * 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

°.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large cnough to containthe 
contributions submitied, Do not inciose loose stamps, 


Yes, with pleasure, WENWY JACKSON; Alirays eery glad ta 
ace, Not on our account, Miss Burton. Thanks for letter, 
F.N.E. Ask us somethin easy, Harotp. Useless to we, thank 
you, PHIB. You're mistaken, TOGGER, Aleve Thinks himeelf an 
amful nib, Thanks; but we had used it, CHUMMIE ; Lather funny, 
waa it not? Quite correet, THE OTHER FELLOW ; Le ts decyer 
than the lot. 

—_—o~— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months. 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will be paid to the next-nf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S Haur- 
Houipay ” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HoniDay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN’S ADVISED. 


Uncle was kind, but very firm with her. In his opinion, she was 
coming the boy busines a bit too thick. He didn’t yell at an 
occasional cigarette, but the other things he thought were almost 
alarming. 


as 
A VERY GOOD WAY, TOO. 
Travelier (anscivus te vbtain an order), 1 say, between ourselves 
now, if 1 was to send the guv'nor a dozen of whiskey how do you 


think he'd take it. eh? 
Foreman, He'd take it with seltzer; he always does, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


*,° To celebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the lonqcet in English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper is now dengning the 
KINGS AND QUEENS OF EXGLAND COSTUMES, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 657.—The “ Edward I.” Costume. 


The young slivey next door 
to Aunt Geeser’s, who's taken 
an unquenchable liking to 
Alexandry. Cousin Evelina’s 
chances of matrimony are now 
more remote than ever. Life 
is full of surprises ! 


First Scientist. Heard the 
news! SLOPER's discovered the 
North Pole! 

Second Scientist. Oh! is that 
the name of the new pub in his 
road? 


Maiden Fair, If 1 quarreiled with 
speak to him for weeks—so there ! 
Jones (much married), Ah! wish all women were like you—I 
would quarrel with my wife at ouce! 
a\i!S4 
@ 


ook 


Ger 


my husband Z shouldn't 


[Saturday, November 28, 1806 
THE RETORT PERSONAL 


“Lovely weather fora sail, eh?” “Hum! perhaps I mi- 
y Think soi l bad a Sut-wales lke yout’ et! 


he 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


First Sporteman, 1s Missington anything of » shot? 

Second Sportsman. No, he’s a very lucky one. 

First Sportsman, How so? 

Second Sportaman, Well, you sce, all his victims have ben 
single men without families. * 


Badgered Husband. Well, how much will this new hat, whic) 
‘on are worrying about, cost ? 
i bd (d (lightly). Oh, about five pounds, I should think, more or 
less, dear 
Badgered Hushand, Well, then, it had better be considerably 
less—in fact, £3 10s. less if you expect me to pay for it, 


se 
s 
A san Angel, in bloomers attired ; 
B ia the Bike she has purchased or hired, 
And the rest of the letters, from C to 
Are the journalist knaves who are earning their bread 
By inditing those senseless scurrilous jokes 
Which are dear to the hearts of the horrible folks 
Who maintain a profound and perfervid dislike 
For the bloomer-dressed Angel that rides on a Bike! 
ss 
s 
Governess, What on earth are you children quarrelling about’ 
Tommy. Why, Johnnie says it’s raining hard, but I say irs 
raining soft. Now, which is right, dad ? 
Governess, Eh?) Why—er—oh—er—you mustn't worry n-. 
Don't you cee I’m busy ? “° 


pn eierenlihe Parent. Can you support my daughter, youn: 
man 

Suitor, Quite easily, sir; I've been practising in the drawins- 
room for the last half-hour. She's a vety light weight. 


—— ee. 


A HAIR-PIN. 


Tne world knows little of its greatest men, or, rather, it knew 
little before the advent of “mainly about people” paragraph:. 
Nowadays, we know a bit too much occasionally. But the worl! 
knows little even now about sowe of the most important factur- 
that go to make up the tale of life. 

For instance, has it ever struck vou what a widely useful an! 
enterprising article a hair-pin is? We do not mean when it i: 
merely fulfilling its ordinary avocation of keeping iu _positin: 
some lovely lady's tresses, though it is not to be despised even in 
that sphere. For if Beauty leads us by a single hair, who cou!-! 
wish fur a more enviable destiny than to be able to imprison 
and confine a whole bunch of Beauty's hair—not one sin-! 
thread, but a multitude of threads, natural or acquired, What 
a responsibility rests upon that pin. Suppose Beauty has been 
artipeually supplying the deficit left by niggardly Nature, ani 
has been keeping her hair on by providing some that did not grow on 
her own noddle. That pin must not give the gameaway. It imu 
oe guard the secret and not release its clasp until Beauty 
frees it in the recesses of her own beudvir, ; 

But take a hair-pin away from its ordinary functions, place it ° 
the level of ordinary furniture, and note its utility. It is tie best 
Peecrener ever invented, and yet nobody has taken a patent ont. 

he smoker is a happy man until his bipe ets stopped up. Then 
he becomes cross, morose, and miserable. The hair-pin relieves all 
that. Straightened out and thrust down the stem of a pipe. 1° 
becomes one of the most brilliant mediums for increasing the 
happiness of nenenne: 

ou do not require button-hooks if you have a hair-pin, It wi"! 
do the trick twice as neatly and you stand less chance of jazsins 
off a button or two, 

You can snuff a candle witha hair-pin. Take one when a buiton 
comes off your pants, screw it round through the brace and ven 
can dispense with needle and thread. It makes a remarkably 
efficient paper-fastener, or a knife to cut the pages of a magazine. 
And when your best girl comes to see you, you can draw the lier 
curtains across the window, fasten them up with one of tho-" 
hair-pins, and prying eyes cannot see the kiss of love, You e: 
pick your teeth with a hair-pin, you can regulate your watch wil 
it. Youcan tease the cat with it, you can playfully dig your friew! 
in jee ribs with it. 1t issharper than your finger and more to liv 
point. ; 

Ani it will arouse a man from lethargy to energy, from ]izine-> 
to action, from silence to speech, from inertness to athletics. 1" 
you think this is too much to claim for it? Place one in an arin 
chair, business end uppermost, and get your lethargic, lazy, silent. 
inert man to sit down fora moment. A moment will quite suther. 
In even less thanthat space of time he will be leaping in the i 
and over the table, applying personal massage treatment, and usit'= 
language that discolours the atmosphere, shakes the street, ul 
brings on a thunderstorm. A 

Verily, a thing of wonderful, unguessed possibilities ix te 
common or garden hair-pin, 


9id PER BOX (50 PILIS’. 


SLOPER’S PILLS 
Cure Liver Complaint, Headache and all Stomach Troubics. 


(F YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 9lo iw STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


Saturday, November 28, 1896.) 


NOT S) DUSTY. 


[A project {s now afoot for couverting Dust into Light.) 


Do not disdain your dust, 
Which oftentimes is 
“cussed "; 
But be to it more just— 
Let ii 


For it seems that some 
now trust, 
That be useful soon it 


, must— 
Yer! that Light will from 
it “ buat” 
‘ _ By-and-bye! 
. For savants say (who 
> must be right) 
i Thev'll yet_ from 
f develop Light. 


So —_ your slavey 


© bust 
Will not disturb your 
Sut will see you “jigge ust,” 
Don't revile. 
Let not your wrath be “ nussed,” 
To be hurled forth in a gust— 
Lut let it lie and rust 
For awhile! 
For soon your dust will calm you quite 
‘And furnish you with household light! 


——— 


HE WON'T SPEAK TO HER NOW. 

Algy Popper. No, I'm nevah likely to join the ranks of the 
Benedicts, don’t you know. Aw—in fort. I'm too much in love 
with myself. : 

Fair Companion, In that case, then, you may be quite com- 
fortable on oue point. You'll never have a rival. 


—_—_— 


TOOTSIE AND MONTE CRISTO. 


—~— 


THE other evening Lord Bob opened his heart and puree strings 
and gave me a very jolly little feed up West, after which we took 
a hansom and drove to the Empire. It was a capital iden 
of Butler-Newton—I_ mean Richard-Henry—to take good old 
Monte Cristo as a subicct for a ballet, for a most interesting one it 
makes. 


BMerceds : 
MLLE. FRANCESCA ZANFRETTA, 


Monte Cristo: 
SIGNORINA MALVINA CAVALLAZZI. 


What a wonderful book that was, and what money it brought it 
author. Streets were named after it, and taverns and restaurants. 
‘There bas not yet been a SLOPER street, but I am told Iky Mo laid 
the foundations for one some years ago, and raised money on 
them, 

_ What a book, with its invincible hero and his delightfully- 
impossible sack trick, and his dreams and his uncountable 
wealth. Our late Poet Laureate once or twice wrote poems at a 
guinea saline, The great Alexandre wrote for a franc a lin e, but 
hundreds of his lines contained but one word. The hideous habit 
of the modern publisher is to pay so much for so many words, 
Thus ideas are beaten out to space, as gold is to make gold-leaf, 
und somewhat decrease in value. S 

A grand ballet, as I said before, our Monte makes. Malvina 
Cavalazzi is, as you may easily imagine, all a Dantés ; Francesca 
Zanfretta, a charming Mercedes; and Ada Vincent, 9 fascinating 
Haydée. Will Bishop, as usual, is © great help, and, indeed, all 
concerned seem to work very hard to obtain a successful result ; 
nud that result, there is 
no doubt about it, they 
do obtain, 

The Empire may be 
safely recommended to 
ull who wish to enjoy a 
pleasant evening, for the 
entire entertainment is 
well-chosen and attrac- 
tive, J 
How Alexandre himself 4 
would have enjoyed it! 
for he was one among the 
lucky ones able to live 
every hour of his life. 
Speaking of him once, 
his son, the author of Le 
Dame aue Camélias, said : 
“ Yes, he was a big baby 
1 had when I was very 
young.” 

The end of this silly 
century seems to me 
crowded hg immature 
geniuses, and rophes: 
that the next, the, glorious 

I'wentieth, will produce a 
big crop of prigs and pis- 
inies. What will theactor 
be then, 1 wonder? At 
this moment the oppres- 
sive respectability of the 
mnodern pro, weighs on 
one heavily, I am buta 
young thing (nineteen 
next November), but I 
have heard the heelless 
Barnsturmer of the Vers-Smalls sneer from a height at music-hall 
ladies and gents who have risen. What will the fur-coated, 
mansion - dwelling, half. crown - smoke - consuming, aoe -the- 
b ck-Prince-of-Wales, histrion be like then? ave known 
actors who have played princes both “on * and “off.” When olf 
it has sometimes been a big bit eff. 


One of the Flower Blossoms, 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOL!IDAY. 
AFTER THE SMOKER. 


Old Grogboodle, Beastly nuisance having the lampsh so far 
apart. Quite a tiring wa k between ‘em—(hic)—and can't see 
anything else to huld on to—(hie)—these'sh dark nightshs, 


——+9—_— 


A WOMAN WITH A SORROW. 

HANDSOME as paint she was, and dignitied as 9 newly-made 
eLord Mayor's chaplain, but she always dressed in black, and 
people pointed her out as The Woman with a Sorrow. The new 
rector, auxious to ingratiate himself with the new flock placed 
under his charge, called upon her in the regular way, and, feeling 
himself privileged as a spiritual comforter, referred to the burden 
she obviously bore. 

“L would be better able to console you,” he said, “if 1 knew 
what oppressed you,” 

The beautiful woman hesitated only a moment, gazing into his 
honest grey eyes, and then she said : 

“Ah! good sir, there are few who know my story, but, to be 
brief, my lawful husband sailed away now eighteen months ago 
with a Polar Expedition, and nothing has been heard of them 
since they left Christiania.” 

“The suspense must be dreadfully hard to bear,” groaned the 
good man ; “but be of good cheer. [t may be months, it may be 
years, but one of these days he will return unexpectedly —” 

“Hang you, you ernciliatory old idiot!” cried the charming 
grass widow ;“* . just what I don’t want the bounder to do! 
Men who get matricd and then leavetheir brides to go humbugging 
nbout in the Polar seas are not much good as ideals or realities ! 
What I want is a certificate or fairly plausible news of the maniac’s 
death, for there's Pottingill the publican, Wigginhair the wool- 
broker, and old Billy Barthetield, the millionaire bookmaker, all 
dying to marry me if I can ouly get somebody to swear that my 
human icicle’s gone to the bottom, or chewed up by white bears, 
or—”" Crash! 

The white-hiired old man had swooned and fallen, taking down 
with him in his flop a costly majolica pedestal and pot, and a 
magnificent aspidistras worth fully five-and-twenty bob ! 


—_—— 


THEY NEARLY CAME TO BLOWS. 


Chest Ls Drawers, 1 say, grandfather, are you paul for? 
Grandfather, Of course 1 am! Why? 
Chest of Drawers, Ol! I thought you were here on tick! 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


ConpucTED BY Lapy Dowpy. 


—_—— 


IGNORANCE.—-It is quite optional whether you wear gloves at 
supper or not, and usually depends upon the condition of the 
hands and the number and value of the rings worn, The proper 
method of taking tive-o'clock tea is to hold the saucer in the left 
hand and lift the cup with the right thumb and first finger, at 
the same time expanding the little digit to the full extent. You 
should never make a noise when you drink, and it is always 
advisable to empty the mouth befare laughing, as many people 
object to the spluttering which otherwise ensues. do not 
think you are at all silly to ask such questions. One cannot 
know everything. . ; 

WEARY MOTHER.—No doubt you find some trouble in keeping 
the children amused this wet weather. One very good plan is 
to sent them round a plain wooden or kitchen table and give 
them a pennyworth of tacks and a hammer each, and then let 
them play at coffin making. It keeps them quiet for hours, and 
the noise is not very distracting. 

DANGER SIGNAL.—Try Sloper's Pills. Mine was turning as red 
as a beetroot, but 1] took them early and often, and the disfigure- 
ment was specdily removed. . 

ETHEL.—No, it is no longer considered the proper thing for young 
men to kiss their partners on the stairs in the interval of the 
dances. It used to be done, but Mrs. Chant made a representa- 
tion on the subject to the County Council, and they have now 
putastoptoit. Try if vou could persuade him to accompany 
you to Sunday school, You can kiss as much as you like there 
without being a bit wicked. 


j 


og 
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GLEANINGS FROM THE “FRIV.” 


x 
. 
8 

; 


‘They say Rosie Riggles has presented her hubby with a new baby.” 
“Silly! How could she present him with an old one?” 


—_—o—— 


ONE OF THE MANY. 


THE charwoman had gone for the day, and no sooner had 
Mrs. Pooleymoon tucked a towel round her ivory shoulders and 
filled her hands with brushes and her mouth with long wisps of 
her delightful golden-brown hair than there came a knock—one 
sad, solitary knock—at the front door, Some people are too cir- 
cumspect to swear, and yet have sufticient: human nature in their 
make-up to admit wicked thouzhts. Mrs. Pooleymoon tlung the 
dimity towel into a corner, twisted her “ glory” into one knot, and 
journeyed downstairs, 

He was atall, gentlemanly-looking man, though a bit doubtful 
about the boots. He raised his hat, grabbing the brim round 
behind where it wasn't floppy, and held out a letter, correctly 
superscribed “ Mrs, 8. Skipperkee-Pooleymoon.” She tore it open, 
and her eyes ran rapidly over its contents : 

“DEAR Mrs. PooLEYMOON,—Just 2 line to introduce to you 
Captain Willoughby Swigghopeon, who is visiting a family iu 
your neighbourhood, He tells me he thinks he can mention a 
mutter to you which may prove of interest. the nature of which he 
himself will explain.—With felicitous wishes, thine “ELSsIgz.” 

“Elsie? Who may Elsie be?" asked Mrs, Pooleymoon, some- 
what bewildered. 

“An ornament to one cf the first families in Chelsea, madam.” 
replied Captain Swigzezhopson, blandly. “She is a lady whom 
countessea are delighted to call friend. She was the tirst lady iu 
England to use —.” 

“Pardon me, what is the nature of the matter you wish to see 
me upon?” 

“In one moment, madam, or less—in_ half a mo’, in fact—I_ will 
inform you, but permit me to tinish my ealogiire GFOH Elsie—one 
of nature's born peeresses, my dear madam ; a lady whose wide 
range of information, general grasp of current events, fertility of 
resource, and marvellous powers of self-command, awaken the 
admiration of all who know her, She was the first lady in 
Bogland, madam.” he continued, opening a small leather case, 
which he earried in his hand, * to adopt a xmull article, to which 
I wish to direct you perlite attention, It is called ‘The English- 
woman's Friend,’ and combines haircurler, buttonhook, toe and 
finger-nail_ filers, glove-fastener, lemon-squeezer, lobster-picker, 

notato and fruit peeler, bicycle spanner, tweezers, and nutcracks. 
te finds aready sale in Regent Street shops at one shilling, but 
in order to introduce the novelty in suburban households an 
make new customers, [ am distributing a few dozens at the 
ridiculous figure of fourpence ha'penny — a merely nominal 
amount—” Bang! 

The door was skunmed to with a suddenness that nearly took 
his toe off. 

“Qh, dear!” sighed Captain Willoughby Swigghopson, wearily, 
as he wiped his poor blue nose on a fragment of canvas lining 
tucked up his coat-sleeve, and, selecting another of Elsie’s 
ambiguous epistles from a bundle in his tail pocket, he shuftied 
along to the next villa, 


PARADOXICAL. 


THF humorist housekeeper mournfully gave 
His moustache a disconsolate pull. 

“ Here’s winter approaching,”—his accents were grave— 
“ And my coal-cellar’s empty and full!” 


“Full and empty at once it can’t possibly be!" 
Tremarked. But he soon put me right. 

“My coal-cellar's empty—of conl, don't you sce? 
Aud my coal-seller's full—of delight!” 


es 
SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 40. 


i 
NELSON NICODEMUS SLOPER. 
Bors, 1770. YARDARMED, 1810. 


From the painting by J. BR. Hook, R.A., at the Powder Magazine, 
Lyde Park, 


3&0 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


OH! DARTS OF CUPID. 


Lottie (sings), And it appears to me, 
The men must talmy be, 
ty that I mean that they are simply dotty, 
If they do not one and all 
..., In love directly fall, 
With natty little, fascinating Tottie. 


ticket.” 


NOT WITH THAT HEAD-PIECE. 


Purvist Prude, Oh, constable, 2 gentleman has just 
accosted me. 
Piccadilly Peeler, Garn, you're jokin’, 


“T don't see why you lost your temper 
—just because the collector punched your 
“Don't you? But you see 1 

had the ticket between my teat, 


IT WON A KISS. 


A VERY DIFFERENT THING. 


that's true? 


ie the face 1'd say anything. 


WE'VE SUFFERED LIKEWISE. 


He 1 Nips pe eniured the Ay 4 
She. 1 should have done, but unfortunately my seat was just behind som 
who'd seen it befure, and he svuld tell his friend ail about it. ; ats 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Dr. SUN-YAT-SEN. 


It is not generally known that A. SLoPER was greatly instrumental 
1 procuring the release of the young Chinese doctor, Sun- Yat-Sen. 
Immediately on hearing of his illegal imprisonment at the Chinese 
Embassy in Portland Place, “Vil go and interview him,” said he. 
(1) “* You! Impossible!” exclaimed the Hon. Billy. “ Nothing is 
impossible with ME, sirrah,” said A. SLOPER, fixing the aristocrat with 
his steely eye. The Hon. Billy hung his head and was silent. Dis- 

nised asa Chinaman A. SLOPER found it an easy matter to enter the 
nouse of the Embassy. There all was excitement. “He must be well 
guarded,” said the Ambassador ; “ which of you is the strongest?” 
The Eminent, who understands Chinese perfectly, conspicuously 
swelled his chest.—(2) “ Ah! you'll do,” said the Ambassador ; “ go 

uard your prisoner, and should Rig. allow him to escape: ”” Here 
& significantly touched his sword. No sooner had A. SLOPER entered 
the prisoner's room—the door of which was immediately lucked on 
them—than the latter besought him, as a fellow country man, to assist 


him to escape. “You and I being Chinese fear not death—(* Devi 
a bit!” from A. SLOPER)—but what I dread is the ra ney 
undergo. “Something with boiling oil in it,” suggested the Eminent 
“Would that it were no worse!” sighed the prisoner. “ Laddie,* 
said A. SLOPER, coolly removing his pig-tail, * consider yourself free.” 
—(3) “You are English!” cried Sun-Yat-Sen. “Your name?” 
“ ALEXANDER SLOPER, F.0.M., at your service.” “Then I nm 
saved! Come!” and he seized his hat; “let us away! They dare 
not detain me while under your protection!” “ Perhaps.” remarked 
the Eminent, dubiously. “No, leave it to me, and anon you shall 
be feasting right merrily at Mildew Court.”” When the guard was 
relieved A. SLOPER cautiously issued out, doffed his disguise, and 
took horse,—(4) And soon was closeted with Lord Salisbury. Wien 
ue left the ni adil wi hist his hand an order of release-—<(5) 
temounting his steed, he drew not rein until h iv 

mansion of Dr, James Cantlie, All know the rest. PRESS a 


Flossie. Can you look we in the face and say 


Reggie. To have the pleasure of looking you in 


(Saturday, Novemter 28. 14+, 


INTERVAL FOR REFRESHMENT 


“Ero, Pve been at this game for a en.’ 
five minutes wivout a wet, One more whi, 
aud I knocks orf for ‘arf a pint,” 


A VERY TAKING YOUNG MAN. 


i = 
“Se me, guvnor, but I've got a horful bad 
cold va me.” 


ANY PORT IN A STORM. 


The Lion Tamer’s Wife (duving a heated aicte 
cativn), Come out of that, you coward | 


HARD LINES ON HER LINGERIE. 


“This ‘cre wet weather is sodestroyiu’ to your -hirts 
aint itt” 
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16a urWise- chtld-bhalo word wows “One ther. 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The rain, the mud, the slush and mire, The dauntless motors could not tire :—A ten bob fine, the other day, Poor jellyfish was made to pay:—A kid of 
nine in recent case, Denied his father to his face:—A good excuse for too much grog, Not drunksh, m'dearsh, it’s only fog” :—-The Lady Wheelers make things 
hum, Down at the old Aquarium :—No proper rifle range he's got, In which to learn to be a shot:—The Smithfield Club, perhaps you know, Next week will 


THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


hold its yearly show. 


*,* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographs from those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


THAT’S WHY HE FELT SO SHY. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 470.—Miss Jesste Vircor, 
“ Forever constant, and forever true.” 
—The Dook Snook, 
© All men must worship at such beauty’s shrine.” 
—Lord Bob, 
“Hear me, beloved one, swear this heart's alle- 
giance.” —The Ilun. Billy. 


“Jove! there's my tailor in the next seat to ours.” Well, Frank, you onghtn’t to 
mind that ; you call yourself a Democrat, you kuow,” “Yes, but hung it ull, cigs 
him ninety pounds |" 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— a 


NFATER, and yet nearer it comes, that fateful Monday, December 
7th, when the greatest literary triumph of this or any other 
century will be 
sprung upon an 
expectant and ns- 
tounded _ public. 
The reader may 
possibly ask how 
on we man- 
rovide 


tractions for the 
paltry sum of two 
d., and honestly 
speaking, we 
» really don't know 
TF ourselves. Mos- 
tyn Piggott's 
charming song, 
“A Coster s 
Christmas Carol” 
is alone worth 
the purchase 
money fifty times 
over, to say no- 
thing of the host 
of other attrac- 
tive features. 
y : Have your money 
: ready then, boys 
aud girls, and don't forget that Monday, December 7th, is the day. 
ss 
s . 
AUNT GRESER saya Uncle Boftin is becoming #0 patriotic, that 
he gets out of bed inthe morning singing “Rule, Britannia,” an 
turns in again at night humming “God Save the Queen.” 
se 
s 


Inarecent New York divorce case one of the principal witnesses 
wna a Mes. Sloper. The New York Jowrnal says, “her full name 
ix Alzina Sloper, but her bosom friends in Harlem call her Ally. 
She modestly deprecates all attempts to associate her with the 
original ALLY SLOPER, and is content to rest upon her laurels 
na one of the most entertaining witnesses that ever figured in a 
divorcee suit.” At the request of our Mrs. 8. we publish the 
above. The good lady says when she first read the paragraph 
tt give ‘er quite a turn, ss 

s 


AT last, after long months of expectation, the London playgoer 
has been afforded an opportunity of seeing Mr. Wileon Barrett iu 
the much-discussed adapta- 
tion of Hall Caine’s remark- 
able novel, Zhe Manrman 
ix a trifle gn (iol asa 

play, but to those who are 
‘“~milar with the work, the 
difticulties of a stage ver- 
sion will be obvious. Mr. 
Wilson Barrett, always at 
his best in_ picturesque 
drama, undoubtedly scores 
heavily, and janzman 
nights at the Lyric will, we 
doubt not, be busy ones, 


THE Mouldering Mound 
has this day conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
COMMANDER WELLS, 
because he's the boss of the 
_—- ag etn 
# ‘ere, feyther,’ re- 
marked the Cerulean-Eyed, 
severely; “I ‘ope this ‘ere 
don't betoken a probability 
of makin’ the Commander's 
acquaintance iu his perfes- 
sional capacity. You ain't 
bin _ insurin of this 
crumblin’ old crib with the 
hobject of settin’ light 
to it by haccident, ‘ave yer? 1 know youre a bit short, but if I 
thought you was up to any ‘anky, l'd—-” But here the cus- 
tomary diversion took place, and once 4 in the odour of arnica 
pervades the person of the heir to the Mi deweries, 

s¢ 


AMONG the very best of this season's Christmas Cards, hovklets 
and other Yuletide novelties, are those to be obtained of Mr. J. 
Gilbert, 137 Cheapside. he perpetual artistic almanacs are 
especially good, and most of the cards are charming in desigu 
and most beautifully got up. Gilbert's Christmas Cards deserve a 
world-wide reputation. +? 


OSE of “ The Sloperies’” young men, who was knocked down on 
the Brighton road by one of the racing motorcars, says he believes 
it was one of the Damnyer variety. We wonder whether he means 
Daimler. + * 


THE snug little Royal was at its brightest and cheeriest when 
the Ancient toddled in the other night, just as the apy lnuse that 
rewarded the efforts of sy Wood 
was dying away. Edwin Boyde, 
who forms the subject of our illus- 
tration, came next, and kept the 
house in an almost perpetual roar 
during his tenancy of the stage. 
Esme and Leon did some clever 
things, and sprightly Billie Bar- 
low's two songs went down well. 
Harry Randall was humorous in 2 
like number of ditties, and the 
three Sisters Levy warbled a some- 
what inane production with much 
aided and rh The Bale 
| Troupe were excellent in marvel- 

i) lous bicycling acts, Lucy Clarke 


| . THE Sloper Warrant has just 

og EL —_ Lapeer 

r. E. H. Jones, p phic 
artist, of 67 Lewes Road, Brighton 
he being thereby appointed 
“ Chumptaker” to A, SLOPER. 
No wonder he’s envied by his 
neighbours. 


2 

Gi-pert Hare, son of good 
old John, who has just goue with 
his father’s company to America, 
has had a pretty varied experience. At one time it appears that 
he was house surgeon to » hospital in Germany, Directly ALLY 
heard of this he wanted him to vaccinate the Twins, prescribe for 
Mrs. Sloper’s spasms, and lance Jubilee’s gumboil; but Hare, 
iun., wasn't taking any. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 


SIGNOR SLOPERINI 18 ANXIOUS LEST THE COLD WEATHER 
SHOULD KERP HIS PUPILS AWAY. HE SAYS THE AIR AT 
PINKTITE VILLA 18 PLEASANTLY AND UNIFORMLY WARM, 


No. 21.—Lady Dora Duckmouth in the“ Lack-n-daisienl Linger.” 
This dance requires a slow and dignified movement, and Lady Dora 
knows exactly how to do it. 


—— 


THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 

Poor chap! he looked so seedy as to be a common object of 
commiseration among the promenaders in the prosperous locality 
of St. James's Street. His hat had a chunk off the rim and his 
elbows refused to stay inside his ragged coat-sleeves as obstinately 
as the wooden old woman ina well-regulated weather-box on © 
sunshiny day. His chin was blue-black for want of a shave, and his 
pore was as crimson asa Norwegian sunset toa Polytechnic tourist. 

Up the stairs of a house that was let out as offices he went and 
entered aroom on the first floor. Bending the upper half of his 
attenuated form over the polished mahogany counter, he with 
some trouble caught the eye of the moneylender's clerk—for it was 
a quid-merchant who ran the show. 

“Good morning. I—er—observed your principal's advertisement, 
offering to lend money to gentlemen on their note of hand simply, 
this morning, and 1—er——” 

“Thought you could do with a hundred or two, eh?” 

“Oh! lesa than that,” replied the threadbare applicant, “lam 
really very badly in want of a drink ; nothing extensive, but a 
pire deep drink that would touch the spot, and I thought as you 
made advances to gentlemen—(and I can prove that I’ve been 
through my Eton and Oxford)—upon their note of hand simply, 
I'd offer wan spectantn Of aay CASTS yl” 

Poor chap! He didn’t get the cash, but the brutal clerk offered 
him a gratuitous sug —the valuable piece of advice that, 
boiled Gown and used in the precipitate, he'd make one of the 
strongest, most satisfying drinks known to scieuce ! 


—— 


OCULAR DEMONSTRATION. 


“Chorles, did you call again at Mr. Testy’s for that over-d 
secount?” “Wessir.” “Was hein?” “Well, juat louk at me,” 
eed 


DONE IN THE DARK. 

Some darknesses are denser and blacker than others; this was 
superlatively heavy. Conniecouldalmost hear the faint beatings of 
her heart against the relentless whalebone seams of her corset, and 
she held her breath not knowing what might not happen. In the 
depth of the impenetrable blackness she felt a hot breath on her 
cheek, and a man's hand laid heavily upon her arm. Had she been 
so minded she could not have shrieked out at that moment. She 
felt (as a well-known a whore name the writer does not recall 
at ford ee = avery bony: knows xin a he was a fair old 

-curdler) as though her tongue was to the roof of 
re What cot ——— 4 . fue 
e grasp tightened on her arm, and she felt her cournge desert- 
ing her. Big beads of sticky perspiration oozed out Tpon her 
forehead, and trickled down upon her powdered cheeks. Stringing 
every muscle to its uttermost tension she summoned up sufficient 
bravery to gasp out in a hoarse, despairing way : 

* What is it you want of me?” 

“A penny,” said a hoarse voice, which she recognised as her 
brother's; “1 want it to drop in the gns-meter. I told mother 
when she let the gas company put up their infernal penny-in-the- 
slot fakement that this would happen some day ; but with her old- 
fashioned ideas of economy she seuld have it. Find one for 
goodness’ sake, and let's have another penn’‘orth of illumination !"’ 

Relieved as of a great oppressing weight her cardiac arrange- 
menta went on as heretofore, but the meter didn’t, because no 
other coin but a penny would work it, and nobudy had less than 
a tanner, and all the shops were shut! 


, talking about, More than half the peor in the world are blact. 


(Saturday, November 28, 1396, 
BEZER. 


— 


CHAPTER V. 

Brzer gasped, and the tall, dark-complexioned stranger ¢}),;; 
a smile that curled the corners of his mouth almost up Ht bincs = 
wee ! nn Bezer, ligt a“ ve 
am the person you Cal upon,” was the courtly unsy,- 
“You desired that I should help you, and I am ready to deen neh 
* But Iam not sure that I want your help,” said rt 
“ But 1 am sure you do,” answered the stranger. “You are oly 
and wearied of the life you lead, You would like to go abr, 
once more—you would like to oe Qs you never yet iy 
but as you might have done had you had as much money as you |i: 
now. You want to be young and gay, and to havea good tin, 
“Yes, I think I would like that,” maid old Bezer, with a chuci., 
anda choke, “but the price is high.” ‘ aa 
“Can't have eversthing for nothing,” said the dar:. 
complexioned person, “But we don't ask for payment cy 


delivery,” he continued. “ You have your 
Fad adorns for having 2 good time put 
before you—you make what use of them 
you can, then fea pay up,” 

“But how long a spell of renewed 
youth will you give me?” said old Bezer, 

“As long as youdesire. Youcan have 
your caper as long as ag like. We don't 
care how long you make it. You can co 
on enjoying yourself till you tire of it, 
When you wish to stop, we will step in and close the contract.” 

“Ah!” chuckled Bezer, “ these are square terms and no mistake. 
bbe wait till 1 wish it was ended, will you?” 

“Yes. 

“But if I never wish that it was ended?” queries Rezer. 

“All the same to us. We desire to give every satisfaction to 
customers, and will be quite content if you are satisfied.’ 

* And you won't hurry me?” 

“Not a bit, I assure you.” 

“ And will 1 have to sign any documents with my blood?” sud 
Bezer. “1 don't like to see blood.” 

“Oh! no,” said the dark-complexioned man. “Our house has 
given over all that. A simple note of hand is quite suilicient for 
us. Indeed, with most people we do not even bother to tit 
extent, because they are not unlikely to come to our establishmeut 
ultimately without any previous arrangement.” 

Bezer thought a minute. 

The stranger placidly waited. 

“You are sure you know your share of the contract?” sai-l uld 


“You!” sald Dezor. 


Bezer. 

“{ know it quite well.” 

“ You are to make me quite young? ”’ 

“L will make you a baby if you like?” : 

“No, no,” said old Bezer, “I have had enough of that this last 
year or su. I want to be young, but a man—say about thirty 
yenra of age.” 

* Quite so,” said the stranger, quietly. 

“And 1 want to have my eyesight alright.” 

% Precisely.” 

“ And to have all my teeth renewed. 

“We keep the most reliable dentists for the pu perfect 
fit is guaranteed with every set,” said the dark man with a 
sardonic smile, which showed a very fine range of teeth 

we on LS i be able to go where I please, and do what | like: 

* Assuredly.” ss 

“Ah! how nice it will be,and I shau’t have to reminisce any 
more, I'll sign.” 

“ Place your name there!” said the dark man. 

“Stop,” said Bezer, “I can't turn young here. I must be taker 
somewhere else and all my money with me.” aes 

“Your £301 17s. 3d, will betransported hence with you. Sizn. 

And Bezer signed, amid a very effective elemental outburst 
outside the ei ; 

Next morning there was dire consternation in the village because 
old Bezer, the world renowned centenarian, had disappeared. 


(To be continued next week.) 
ie 


SCORED ONE. 


Young Sharpshins (with paint-boz), How do you make flesh: 
colour, dad ? 
Old’ Sharpahine (who docan't know but doesn't want to own np). 
Use Indian ink ; that's the best. <9 Ifyou 
Mrs, Shar pshing. How can you deceive the child, Mr. 5.! te 
don't know you might say £0, but to tell a deliberate falsehooc oe 
Old Sharpshins. My dear woman, you don't know what you 


” 


and if Indian ink does not represent their flesh-colour, well, 1 
take a back seat. 


——$$——— 


HIS FIRST VISIT TO THE GREEN-ROOM. 


Mile, Toctcta. 1 suppose you've never seen anything like ™ 
before, Mr. lomnecioits! oe 
Mr. Luamelods. Oo aye! Oi've seen th’ pietars in t'-t'-Laceun 

shoaps down where Oi com from ! 
le. Tueteta, Fie, fie! you're quite a rake! 


to 


. this 


nse 
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SLOPER'S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 


No, 9.—THE HYENA. 

The Hyena is a low-class animal. Its habits are not of a nature 
A. SLOPER could conscientiously recommend er animals to 
follow ; it is an epicure, however, and likes its food high. It 
frequents burial grounds, and in the dead o’ night will, while 
shrieking with merry laughter, dig up ppl see . The following 
story, not related by Buffon, may be found pleasant reading : “ An 
honest body-snatcher having read of the Hyena’s little peculiari- 
ties. was struck with the idea that the animal, if properly trained, 
could materially assist him in his profession, and for that purpose 
procured one from a travelling menagerie. The experiment 
proved highly successful save for one trifling circumstance, The 
disinterment was performed neatly and expeditiously by the 
animal, but on its master objecting to it making a light supper of 
the plunder it wolfed the poor man as well.” The Hyena is not 
untameable, yet it is doubtful if evenithe great Sarah Bernhardt 
would care to make a pet of one. 

(70 be continued). 


———— 


AND SUCH A THIRST ON HIM, TOD! 


“I thought you always went in for fruity wines, Jones? That 
brand lvoks dry enough, anyway.” 


— 


THEY SACKED HER. 

Ir 1 were on a jury I'd never hang a man on circumstantial 
evidence, never! Anyone of us may easily become entangled inn 
network of suspicious inci- 
dents, that seemn to point 
conclusively to our guilt, and 
all the time be as innocent 
as restaurant oyster sauce is 
of oysters. 

Little Charlie Blandford was 
one of the best and nicest 
fellows you'd ever comeacrors. 
One of your true chivalrous 
sort who never said an unkind 
thing of a woman, or told a 
nasty joke. The very last 
man in the world, too, you'd 
suspect of Don Juanesque 
tendencies, and yet, through 
not the slightest fault of his 
own, the poor chap might 
very easily have been parted 
for ever from the prettiest, 
. jollieet litle woman in the 

world, 
, How did it come about ?_ Oh, simply enough; it was just the 
circumstances that did it, if I may be allowed to put it that way. 

Mrs. Blandford had gone out to make a call soon after lunch, 
and had mentioned the fact that she did not expect to be back 
before six. As it happened, her friend was out, and Mrs. B. arrived 
howe nearly two hours earlier than she otherwise would have 

one, 

And that’s how the trouble began. She let herzelf into the flat 
with her own latchkey, passed rapidly into the dining-room and 
found her husband apparently engrossed in the latest racing 
results. She had hardly uttered her first words of explanation 
on her early return, when a slight scuffling sound in the bedroom 
beyond attracted her attention. There was nothing unusual in 
this, of course; one of the maids might be there; and, all 
unsuspicious, young Mrs, Blandford entered the apartment to take 
off her hat. It was empty. 

She looked round hurriedly. She called aloud, and finally ran 
back to her husband. “Oh! Charlie,” she declared, “I—1 believe 
there's a man hiding somewhere in the bedroom.” 

Charlie laughed, and pshawed and pooh-poohed, but his spouse 
was firm. She got quite angry at last, and almost dragged him 
from his chair to investigate. Jn vain he tried to dissuade her, to 
tell her it was all nonsense and fancy. She insisted on his search- 
ing the room. He refused point bienk, with, perhaps, a little 
show of temper. She fired up, told him not to go away, and 
she'd do it herself. She began with the bed—no one there. Two 
cupboards and a curtained recess were in turn drawn blank, and 
then she threw open the door of the wardrobe. Cowering inside 
was the pretty parlourmaid in deshabille—to be more explicit, 
minus her skirt and bodice. 

,, For the next few minutes the situation was more than awkward, 
it was appalling. Fortunately, however, the explanation was 
speedily ese or—, well, who knows what might have 
been enid or done. Mrs. Blandford’s latest evening dress lay in a 


rp in the corner ; Emma Jane had been surprised whilst trying 


i 


Fa VERY, VERY CLASSEY. 
THE Puffertons pride themselves a good deal on their swagger 
menage, don't they 2" 
Rather, my. boy | Why they got rid of their piano last week 
use it wasn’t high-toned enough for them.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—_——— 


THE ALy SLOPER SocIAL BENEFIT SOCIETY, 
MIDDLESBROUGH, Nocember 21st, 1896. 

Dear Mr. PresipeNt,— The members of the “ Ally Sloper's 
Social Benefit Society” intend holding their Annual Dinner on 
Thursday, December 3rd, at the house of Mr. Frank Mason (Pur- 
veyor of * Unswectened” to his Eminence), the Excelsior Hotel, 
Middlesbrough. Much as they would enjoy the company of the 
Eminent President on that occasion, it is feared that the produc- 
tion of that stupendous twopennywerth, “ The Christmas Number,” 
will prevent his tavelling far from Shoe Lane. But, if circum- 
stances will permit, and he can safely leave town, a very hearty 
welcome is ready for him. Needless to say, this embraces the 
Family, and more especially Tootsie, who, I am assured by the 
Chairman, will be received with open arms, You will be glad to 
know that the society continues to hold _ its own in the front rank 
of the musical and vident societies of the district. and that 
during the past year the eum of £21 5s. 10d. has been paid out in 
sick and funeral allowances ; also, that after all other expenses are 
paid, the sum of 15s, 6¢, is returnable to each member as a divi- 
dend. With best wishes, yours faithfully, J. TEMPLE, F.0.S., Sec, 


— 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 


No. 22.—Saw YE NOT THE S1GN? 

If parents watched the si of their chikizen's moral «levelopment as care- 
tole as they watch the weather reports, we should hear less of the viclousness 
of the rising generation.”—Provincial Mayistrate.) 

O saw Fe not the sign. 
When his years were three to nine, 

Gentle mother, loving mother, that your disobedicnt boy 
Waa developing the 8 
Of a character which needs 

Must in ccming years be fatal to your fond maternal joy? 
When, with childish spite unchecked, 

aie cak He La sister's playthings presen i 

id it strike you that your pandering to passion so malign 

Would its Nemesis bestow? 
Did ye think what evils grow 

Out of wilful, wanton waywardness? O saw ye not the sign? 


O saw ye not the ce 
Nay, the love-dust in your eyne, 

Easy mother, foolish father, made you blind to all his faults; 
Ye were wont on him to gaze 
With that idolising craze 

Which the blur of imperfection to perfection’s sheen exalts. 
Tiny faults, in childhood checked, 
Might have ceased from ill effect, 

But encoura; they have led him in a prison cell to pine, 
‘And your eyes are blurred and dim, 
As ye murmur (pitving him “ie 

With serotinous solicitude)—‘* Why saw we not the sign?” 


ee 


THE PACE THAT KILLS. 


Tia / 


Young Wifey. You've no idea what a rate I can go at on my new 
bicycle, deah ! 

Ar, Weigh-up (looking at bills). Humph! if you go at the rate 
my money does, I can form a notion ! 


‘Ready Monday, December 7th. Twopence. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTIANS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst heaps of good things will be found 
A Large Plate by W. F. THoMAs, 


“ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS BALL.” 


A Full Page by HAL LuDLow, 
**BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.’’’ 
A Sensational Story by STEPHEN SOMERSET, 
“THE PARK LANE TRAGEDY.” 
A Large Cartoon by W. F. T1103fA8, 
“ Ally’s Christmas Stockings.” 
A Comic Song by MosTYN T. PicoTT, 


‘SA COSTER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL.” 


. And dozens of other Festive Pictures and Stories. 


EXPLANATION WANTED. 


American Friend. What colour do youcall the horse in the stall? 

British Host. Oh! that’s a flea-bitten grey. - 

‘American Friend (pointing to piebald in loose bor), And what 
the deuce bit that one? 
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CASILY CREDITED. 


Lord Fluffbloom, Yeth, men thay I'm a woman-hater, but ith a 
mithtake. The fact is, a woman made a fool of me wuuth, and I've 
never quite got over it! 


Se EEEE commend 


PARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 
(Continued.) 

“Wort do I think o' all this motorcar business, sir?) Why, if 
you arsts me, and wants the honest, straightforward truth, it 
mukes me fairly sick. Ketch me a-drivin’ one of the ugly mongrel 
steam injuns; why, if there wasn't another ‘ansom fete in the 
whole of London J'd stick to mine afore 1 turned myself into a 
cross-bred stoker and shovelled in coke or poured in ile or wotever 
the bleased things burn. 

“ Ho, yes. | dessay it'll make all the difference in a little time, but 
not for a bit, sir; not for a bit. We ain't quite done with the 
poor old ‘orse yet awhile. P’ raps in another tea year or so, when 
they rides to ‘ounds on bloomin’ motors and races cf ‘em in the 
pers we shall think it’s about time to put a nag or two into 
the logical Gardins, just to prevent ‘em becoming hickstink, 
like the bird wot they calls the Dado, But we shall git along 
pretty fair for a little, though I do ‘ear of five or six ‘undred o' 
the noo kebs as is to knock all the stuftin’ out of the old sort in 
the noo year. 

“Safer than ‘orses do you call ‘em? Nocharnse of fallin’ down 
or running away? Well, prr'aps not; though it wouldn't be all 
lavinder if yer driver ‘appened to ‘ave just a little drop 
extry to ag smoke out of ‘is throat and put on full steam by 
haccident. Nice little lark it'd be to come tearin’ down Piccadilly 
thirty mile an hour, wouldn't it? Oh! 1 should larf to see the 
way it'd scatter some on ‘em, an’ the coppers a-rushin’ after it to 
try and take its blessed number. And that ain’t all the danger 
neither, l reckon. Supposin’ the blessed biler goes and bursts, as 
it’s sure to do as soon as they begin toturn ‘em out in Brummagem, 
People’ll be wantin’ ‘em cheap, and there'll be any amount of 
‘Made in Germany ’ ones that'll be killin’ and injuring everybody 
right and left. Take a moody view of it, do f, guv'nor? "Weil, 
sa I do, but 1 ain't prejydist; oh! no, I ain't prejydist. If 
oes will go for to risk their life and limb it’s their look-out, nut 

nine. 
“Mind yer, though, sir, if they've got to come, JT sharn't be 
orl her sorry to see ‘em running the trams and ‘buses. The 
old lidy wot likes to ae out right in the middle of a ‘ill can do it 
then and welcome without strainin’ of the poor beasts’ lives out 
like she does now. The hingin won't mind a bit, ] reckon. - 

“Yuasa, | fancy I can see ‘em a-whistlin’ of yer to the clubs and 
theaytres. ‘Motor up! Motor up!’ It won't be ‘Keb or ker, 
ridge, sir?’ with the touts much longer. ‘ Motor, captin’? Motor- 
iny lord?’ that'll be the ery. Lor, that I should ever live to sec it.’, 

(To be continued next week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“ CHARGE of the Light Brigade"—Penny n box. 

ABSENCE of “Mind"—Nurse courting policeman, instead of 
attending to baby. : 

Mem. for Marriageable Maidens.—Don't forget that the best 
financé makes the best tiancé ! 

EXCLAMATION of Latinist milkman, when told his milk was 
bad : “ Good lac, ry lac!" 

DISTINGUISH between the succession-right of an estate and a 
favourite Yankee drink: ‘Entail : cocktail. 

WHAT difference is there between what a hero possesses, and 
what a stump orator loves todo ?—Much bravery : bray-very much! 

THE pittites in the Surrey Theatre won't hear of anything that 
happened A.D. 1066. They swear that good old George is the ouly 
genuine “ Conquest of England.” 


—+——— 


GREAT SCOT! 


“What are you, my dear?” “Tam Japan, And rou?” “Oh! 
Pe em Beelland 1" ; 


384 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOL:DAY.- (Saturday, November 28, 1896, 
THE “F.O.S5.. PORTRAIT GALLERY, WHAT DID SHE MEANP HE WOULDN'T SAY. WHO CAN WONDER, EITHER? 


The Author. 1 assure you, my boy, the audience Proposed design for a present to 


| “ Accepted Charlie? Then it’s all off with called ime repeatedly at the fall of the curtain. Mrs. Sloper to commemorate her 
{ No, 457.—Proressor VERLINI, F.OS. the Viscount?” “Ub, no! He's only gone His Friend, Ob, indeed! and what did they call fiftieth birthday. The old gul is 
i down one place.” you? simply frantic with rage. 


: ak the Hila gabe! pene in! t — beirpag’ sees 
ad happened to have lived in the Middle Ages, he 
would undoubtedly have been burut as a professor THE ELDER LETS THEM HAVE ONE IN THE WIND. 
of the Black Art. As, however, he fortunately 
first saw the light towards the end of the progres- 
sive nineteenth century, he has risen to fame andl 
affluence as one of the cleverest and most original 
magictans on the buards, As may be gathered 
from his costume, Japanese juggling is his speciality, 
a welcome change from the wverage conjuring per- 
formauce with which most people sre tvo painfully 
familiar. Chietly because he’s the New Jap, he was 
created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him October 10th, 18” 


—Debrett samproved, 


Temperance Orator. 1 have been a teeto- 
taler all my days. 
Voice from the back. Yes! But ‘ow abot 
yer nights, old sonny? That beak looks a 
it quisby. 


Three little maids from school hiding from the 
same number of little boys, who they expect to 
arrive shurtly with diamoud necklaces and other 
trifled, 


(1) McNab was exasperated by accusations o’ unsoundness in doctrine at the Kirk 
Session last Friday, and he rushed oot o' the Kirk howling, “ Aw’'ll be even wi’ ye, re 
gasping Cockernonnies ; I'll tell ALL t ken about ye, and ye'll see what that'll do for ye.” 


—(2) That afternoun the balauce o' the Session disappeared from mortal ken. It was Jenkins. What do you play in your lady's 
rumoured in the Browside that they had been carried off to Heaven, but it was uot so. football team ? iss Tussell. Back. 
“ Meenister! Meenixter!” groaned the Laird, “dae ye think he wull tell ALL?” Aud Jenkins, I'm afraid you must be a bit of a 
McSwine and the Meenister gave way to tears. drawback. 
AN E * 
“Our old ram was a very nice, luvable animal jel ieeie it eBay 12! DIDN'T QUITE TUMBLE. P 
until he grew @ beard, and then we called him , 
Svengali.” yi 
D 
t ' 
1 ils hemia?” “ Naught, ; Hoes : 
ae sl, peas ai ete as Crolcee stiacke of Fair Bride. 1 was wondering, Ethel, what would be the moat Palmist. Thia line on your hand ehows me that you have not 
t indi sestion.” [Scene from * One of the Warst,” appropriate suit at the end of one’s honeymoon? — improved your head as much as you might have done. 
4 i a AL Sloper’s New Melodrama, Fast Friend. Why, a divorce suit, you unsophisticated goose ! Scoffyr, Golly! Then I'll go and have a shampoo at once, 
{ Jaudon: Printed by DauzieL & Co., at the Camden Prezs. 110 Bigh Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALziEL, at “Zhe Sicperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.C.—Saturday. November 28. 1896. ar 
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